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ELEGIAC POEM, 


' Sacred to the MEMORY of 


The Rev. Mr. HUGH EVANS, M. A. 


7 94 


Who departed this Life, Manch 28, 1781, 


In the 69th Year of his Age. 


4 ; _ 
——A great Man ts fallen in 1jrael. 
| Dav1n. 
þ ——O0b/erve his awful Portrait, and admire; 
Nor flop at Wonder ; imitate, and live. 
vous. 


By BENJAMIN FRANCIS, 


Printed by W. PINE, in Wixe-STxEEt : 


Sold by Caverii, Miits, Evans, and the other Bookſellers in BaisroL 
And by BuckLanod, Maccowas and CATER in LowDane. 
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To ur DEAR AND HONOURED FRIENDS, 


Tu CHILDREN AND RELATIVES 


OF THE 


DECEASED, 


AND TO THE CONGREGATION 


LATE UNDER His CARE, 


MEETING IN BROADMEAD, BRISTOL 3 
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BENJAMIN FRANCIS. 
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ELEGIAC POEM, &c. 


I 


EEK, penſive muſe, ſome ſolitary ſhade, 
Solemn and filent as the abode of death, 

Where the dear prophet's ſacred duſt is laid, 
To ſing in melancholy ſtrains, 
The loſs ſevere, the agonizing pains 
Fair Salem felt, when he reſign'd his breath. 
Slow be thy numbers as the weeping train, 
That ſoftly follow'd the pale corpſe along 
The crowded ſtreets, amidſt the mournful throng, 
To the deep vault, where night and filence reign. 
But when thou'rt call'd t attend the rapturous flight 
Of the bleſt ſpirit to the realms of light, 
Strike up the golden lyre, 
Glow with ſeraphic fire, 
And join, like Evans, the celeſtial choir, 


II. 


What, Evans dead! the wide-expanding ſound 
Spreads la mentation round, 
Far 
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Far and extenſive as his diſtant fame : 

What ſtreaming tears bedew the hallow'd ground 
Of beauteous Zion, and aloud proclaim | 

Her public loſs, her over-whelming grief! 

So Judah wept, when fell her pious chief 

In bloody war, on ſad Meggidon's plain. 
Hear:-bleeding friendſhip hides within the ſoul, 
To indulge her woes without control: | 
Religion, pale, reclines her fainting head, 

And, weeping, cries, © My able friend is dead!“ 
Calm reaſon drops the ſilent tear, | 

And prompts the mule to join the mourning train, 
With throbbing fighs, and ſympathy ſincere, 


III. 


Belov'd abode! of ancient Britiſh name, 
On rapid Wye's tranſparent ſtream, 
That gave him birth from anceſtors renown'd 
For pure religion, that in tents excells 
The pomp of courts, where painted miſery dwells ; 
In whom a kindred faith and zeal were found, 
Through fair ſucceſſion from the bleeding age, 
That bore the weight of perſecution's rage, 
Down in a ſtrait unbroken line, | 
Deſcended grace and gifts divine, 
That made the name with growing luſtre ſhine : 
May Evans, flill, riſe on the wings of fame, 
And may the ſon the 'Father's worth proclaim ! 


Celeſtial 


1 


IV. 

Celeſtial grace, with learning's charms combin'd 
In early youth, to adorn his noble mind: 
Betimes he knew his pious ſathers God, 

And in the Saviour's ſhining footſteps trode ; 
Drank in the ſpirit of the ſacred page; 
Receiv'd from heaven, and well improv'd on earth, 
Unnumber'd talents of ſuperior worth ;— 
Burn'd with an apoſtolic zeal 
For Jelus name, and man's immortal weal, 
And widely publiſh'd, in a tender age, 
With placid mien and a melodious tongue, 
Tranſporting tidings to the attentive throng. 

V. 

What zeal for God, what charity for man, 
Inſpir'd his foul, and through his actions ran! 
How did he burn with love ſupreme 
To his Redeemer's glorious name! 

How did his faith ſurmount the ſtarry ſky, 
With kindred hope, on ſtrong unwearied wings, 
The bliſsful land of endleſs day elpy, 
And graſp eternal things ! 
What chriltian patience calm'd his throbbing breaſt, 
Oerwnelm'd with confluent grief! 
tis Savior's boſom was his wonted reſt, 
Is Saviour's preſence was his ſweet relieſ. 
VI. 

low have we ſeen the holy man of God 

Wichin the lacred temple ſtand, 
Imploring, with uptiſted hand, 
And 
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And plenteous tears, flowing from heavenly love, 
Extenſive bleſſings from above, 

On mournful Zion, on a bleeding land, 

On all the ſpacious world abroad ! 

How fervent, copious, pertinent, ſublime 

And comprehenſive his petitions were! 

How would his warm devotion climb 

The lofty footſteps df the eternal throne, 

And thither all the Heaven-born audience bear, 
To ſhare immortal pleaſures, like his own ! 


VII, 


When the ambaſſador of heaven proclaim'd 
The joyful tidings of abounding grace 
To wretched man's apoſtate Race, 
How ſweet, how ſolemn, how ſerene, 
And how expreſſive his engaging mien! 
How warm his heart! How eloquent his tongye ! 
How juſt his dition, how refin'd and ſtrong ! 
When the immortal Prince of peace he nam'd, 
What joy celeſtial ſparkled in his eyes, 
What holy fire, enkindled from the ſkies, 
Burn'd in his ſoul, and in each geſture flam'd! 
O, how he felt his intereſting theme, 
And the bleſt preſence of the great ſupreme ; 
What wiſdom, meekneſs, love, and Zeal divine 
In every attitude were ſeen to ſhine, 
Like Moſes face upon the mount of God! 
How vaſt the flood of evangelic light 


The preacher pour'd upon our wondering fight ! 
What 


Wa 


What pulſe, what pathos from his melting ſoul, 
Liv'd in his theme, and aggrandiz'd the whole! 
What energy, by heavenly ardor fir'd, 

| Flam'd in his ſubject, and our breaſts inſpir'd ! 
What ſtreams of truth and conſolation flow'd * 
From his inſ{truttive tongue, when in his highemploy, 
He, like a {welling torrent, bore 

Our raptur'd minds to Canaan's happy ſhore, 
Where flaming ſeraphs drink immortal joy. 

Ye marble hearts! which heard that voice in vain, 
That thunder'd to the centre of your ſoul, 

To rouſe you from your faſcinating ſleep ; 

No more ſhall ye reſiſt that voice again, 

Nor ſee thoſe cyes, that us'd to weep, 

To weep for you, who in pollution roll: 

How will ye meet him at the bar divine, 

As the ſwift witneſs of your daring crimes ? 

His awful warnings, O, regard betimes, 

Be yet his joy, with him in glory ſhine, 


VIII. 


Ye, once his dear, his honor'd charge, 
Harmonious, loving, proſperous, and large, 
For half a century with his labors bleſs'd, 


Whoſe plaintive ſighs breathe forth his precious 
name, 


While flowing tears your grievous loſs proclaim ; - 
Long ſhall remain, ſtampt on your grateful breaſt, 
The fair remembrance of his ardent zeal, 


His ſoft compaſſion, courage bold, 
B | Matute 
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Mature diſcretion, and aſſiduous care: 
But while your throbbing boſoms feel 
The ſolemn grief, your weeping eyes declare, 
With ſolemn grief ſweet conſolation blend, — 
Still in the Sox the father you behold, 
The able paſtor, and the faithful friend. 
= X. 

Warm like the ſun, expanſive like the {ky, 
Beam'd, and extended his philanthropy : 
His generous ſoul, diſdaining party names, 
O'erflow'd with bounty in a thouſand ſtreams. 
His liberal hand, his hoſpitable door, 
Receiv'd the ſtranger, and refreſh'd the poor. 
Ye gloomy chambers of affliction knew 
His cheering viſits, ſympathy, and prayer; 
His lips rejoic'd, his hands reliev'd in you, 
The helpleſs widow, and her infant care: 
But now the widow and the orphan mourn, 
With hopeleſs grief, around his filent urn. 


X. 


In him the huſband, father, and the friend, 
Shone with reſplendent, unabating rays 
Fair and reviving as the gladſome morn, 
That wakes the grove, and cheers the ſmiling corn; 


Nor can the admiring muſe pretend 


To tell, which ſhone the brighteſt all his days: 
What warm affection in his boſom glow'd 
T'ward each relation, and diffus'd around 
Domeſtic love, felicity, and joy! 
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What ſoft compaſſion melted in his breaſt 
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For brothers, and for ſoes diſtreſt! 

What precious balm from his kind friendſhip flow'd, 
To eaſe the mental or corporeal wound ! 

How did he till his lips and hands employ 

In dealing comfort to the ſons of grief, 

And to the ſons of want unaſk'd relief! 

But now, alas, the father ſmiles no more 

To bleſs his offspring with a thouſand joys ! 

No more the friend his lips and hands employs, 
To ſoothe our woes, to feed the pining poor ! 


XI. 


Like a broad ſtream of depth profound, 
Diſpenſing, conſtant as it's rolling tide, 
Abounding wealth on either ſide, 
Through ſpacious realms around, 
Flow'd his benignant life along, 

In ſervices extenſive, great, and kind, 
The noble efforts of a noble mind! 
How did he found, as with a ſeraph's tongue, 
Celeſtial truth, celeſtial love abroad, 

In imitation of the Son of God! 

How did he ſpread his influence benign, 

As the learn'd tutor, and the grave divine, 
To build up Zion, and her breaches heal! 
How did he labour, with unwearied zeal, 

To form materials durable and fair, 


To rear new temples, or the old repair? 
B 2 Ye, 
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Ye men of God! with ſacred ſcience fraught, 


By his tuition and example taught, 3 

As poliſh'd ſtones, rear'd by his {kilful hand, 1 

Support the church, adorn your native land. 1 

XII. | Þ 

. be. 
1 How various, how important were =_ 


His public labors far around, 

With wide ſucceſs, and laſting honors crown'd ! 
How did he, conſtant as the rolling year, 

The ſolemn ſynod with his preſence grace, 
Where now no more we ſec his pleaſing ſace, 
Nor hear his lips profound advice impart, 

To guide our conduct, or revive our heart! ©) 
What numerous temples through the land, 
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| Reſounded firſt with the celeſtial news 

| Of grace divine, from his melodious tongue! 4 
i What burning lights, fill ſhining bright and ſtrong, l 
| Were plac'd in Zion by his aiding hand, 


To give her ſons tranſporting views, 

On time's fair evening, of her glorious king, 
As through her ſtreets he meekly rides along, 
Midſt the loud praiſes of the exulting throng, 


| And to his ſeat the ranſom'd exile bring! 
l X111. 
it His very ſpots, if ſpots they were, 

| Did, like the ſun's, to candor's eye appear 


Abſorb'd in his reſplendent worth, 
That ſhone conſpicuous wide around, 
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And with it's bright and genial beams, drew forth 
High admiration, and eſteem profound. 

His fragrant virtues, in immortal bloom, 
Perfume his duſt, and blofſom round his tomb, 
And, at the riſing of the pious dead, 

Shall form a garland for his glorious head, 


XIV. 


Fain would the muſe in lively colors paint, 
The mental features of the lovely ſaint, 
In all his ſacred attitudes; 
Or walking with his God alone ;— 
Or proſtrate at the gracious throne ;— 
Or preaching Jeſus, with a {laming tongue, 
To liſtening multitudes ;—— 1 
Or guiding with a parent's eye, 
His precious charge to the bright world on high 
Or leading in the paths of truth, 


Fair candidates for the divine employ 


Of ſpreading wide celeſtial peace and joy: 

The inſtructive picture ſhould be hung f 
Where chriſtian ſcience thriv'd beneath his care, 
Conſpicuous to each ſtudious youth, h 
To ſhew ſuceeding pupils, yet unborn, 

(May the like charms their opening minds adorn !) 
His moral beauties, and his worth declare. 

But vain the attempt! may the ſame hand divine, 
That made an EvAxs ſo reſplendent ſhine, 


His 
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His portrait draw, 1n all its heavenly parts, 
On ſtudents, preachers, and preceptors hearts! 


XV. 


Ah, what is man ! how frail the human frame ! 
How ſhort the vigor of the firmeſt mind ! 
With long exertion, care, diſeaſe, and age, 
His noble powers at length declin'd, 
But ſeem'd majeſtic in extreme decay : 
So lofty Pines bend to the tempeſt's rage, 
And on the ground their ſtately growth proclaim. 
The king of terrors with his meagre hoſt, 
Attack'd in form the houſe of clay, 
The pillars ſhook, the walls expanded wide, 
And form'd a breach on either ſide: 
The etherial ſojourner within 
Beheld the foe with looks ſerene, 
His direful threatnings ſmilingly defy'd, 
Pronounc'd his doom, andcheck'dhistranfient boaſt : 
She, joyful, through the ſpreading chinks, eſpy'd 
The Prince of life advancing to her aid, 
Who, as the trembling fabric fell, 
March'd on victorious through the troops of hell, 
And the fair ſtranger home to heaven convey'd. 


XVI. 

As a rich ſail, return'd from foreign coaſts, 
Midſt hoſtile fleets and raging tempeſts fav'd, 
With colors ſpread, her native harbour gains; 
do death's fierce onſet his firm ſpirit brav'd, 

Reach'd 


I 5 ] 
Reach'd the fair port, where life eternal reigns, 
And join'd, triumphant, the celeſtial hoſts: 
Kindred ſeraphs ſaw him come, 
Shouting his arrival home. 
He view'd awhile, view'd with extatic eyes, 
His Lord's high palace in the bliſsful ſkies, 
Then enter'd in, amidſt the angelic guard, 
Approach'd his Saviour's royal ſeat, 
N Fell proſtrate at his ſhining feet, 
1 And from his hand receiv'd a bright reward: 
ü Adieu, bleſt ſaint! thy ſmiling God behold, 
And ling his praiſes to thy harp of gold, 
Till the loud trump of heaven ſhall ſound, 
And wake the ſleeping dead around ; 
Then all the heirs of heavenly glory join, 
In ſhining robes, before the throne divine, 
To ſound the wonders of redeeming love, 
In endlels ſtrains, through the bright realms above, 


XVII. 


O thou! the ever-living God, 
Who rul'ſt all nature with a nod, 
Whoſe radiant ſmiles death's gloomy regions gild, 
And the dumb mourner joys celeſtial yield, 
Cheer with the beams of love divine, 
Each dear relation clad in fable grief, 
And weeping Zion of her prieſt bereav'd ; 
Thy ſervant aid, who, young, receiv'd 
Like ſplendid gifts, that made the father ſhine ; 


Afford 
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ford his trembling ſoul relief 

eneath a thouſand preſſing cares, 
His dubious health confirm, his life prolong, 
To ſound thy praiſe with a ſeraphic tongue, 
Through numerous golden years, | 
And all his days with thy falvation crown. 
Raiſe up Eliſhas in Elijahs room, 
Let truth and purity abound 
O'er all this wretched world around, 
| Or ſoon command thy fiery chariot down, 
1 And take us joy ful to our native home. 


